TRANSFIGURATION

able race-day, when all Vienna would turn up to the
show. "That's queer!" I thought, as I stepped into the
cab. "A few years ago I could not possibly have for-
gotten that this was race-day!"

My forgetfulness made me realize, like an invalid who
has to move an aching limb, the full significance of the
apathy with which I was afflicted.

The main avenue was almost empty when we arrived.
The racing must have begun some time before. Instead
of the usual throng of carriages, there were only a few
isolated cabs rattling along at top speed. My coachman
turned half-round on his box to ask whether he, too,
should whip up. But I told him to drive quietly, as I was
in no hurry. I had seen too many races and race-course
frequenters to care whether I arrived early or late. In
my lethargic mood I enjoyed the gentle swaying of the
cab, which gave me the sensation of being cradled in a
ship. Driving slowly, I could get a better view of the
lovely chestnut blossoms, from which the petals were
dropping here and there to become the sport of the
breeze, in whose warm eddies they were tossed for a
while until they fell to join those that already flecked the
ground with white. It was agreeable to me to close my
eyes and breathe this spring atmosphere, and to feel that
there was no reason for pressing onwards towards the
goal. I was disappointed when the cab drew up at the
entrance to the racecourse. I was half inclined to turn
back, and to be content with another hour's cradling,
this pleasant afternoon. But here I was at my destina-
tion. A confused uproar came from the course, like the
noise of a sea surging within the enclosure. The crowd
from which this noise came was not yet visible to me;
and involuntarily I was reminded how at Ostend, when
one is walking from the lower part of the town up any of
the little side alleys to the esplanade, one can already
feel the bite of salt in the air and hear the murmur of the